so, felt with me that with the approach of the first Tuesday in September, the day when high school opened, a great storm would break.
It was a stormy scene.
Mother tried in vain to calm us. I was frightened, stammering, but pleading through my tears to go to high school. Father continued to repeat: "Impossible." I felt my throat go dry. And then mother put down her sewing, interposing her first suggestion: " Let her go for a year," she said. " We don't want her to grow up and to remember that we denied her life's happiness."
Oh, I had known in my heart that mother would help me!
[8?]
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Il," or " work in tobies at night." That meant that they could go to high school. While they spoke I would drop my eyes, heavy with tears. Every one seemed to take it for granted that I would continue, in the [86]
